270	M. GORKY
"What's on your mind, Ivan?" he said, turning to the
doctor.
The doctor raised his drooping head.
"I'm thinking how few of us there are!" he replied
gloomily. "We have to work more energetically. And we
have to convince Pavel and Andrei that they must es-
cape. They're too valuable to be sitting there doing no-
thing,"
Nikolai frowned, shook his head, and glanced at the
mother. Realising that they hesitated to talk about her
son in her presence, she got uj> and went out, hurt that
they should have disregarded her wish. As she lay in
bed with her eyes open, listening to the soft murmur 6f
voices, she was filled with alarm.
The day had be$n darkly incomprehensible and full
of evil portent. But she did not want to think of this. She
put aside all disturbing impressions and centred her at-
tention on Pavel. She wanted him to be free, but at the
same time she was afraid. She felt that events about her
were leading to a climax, to some severe clash. People's
silent endurance was giving way to tense anticipation.
Their irritation had noticeably increased. On every hand
she heard sharp words and everything breathed of un-
rest. Every proclamation called forth animated discus-
sions at the market, in the shops, among servants and
craftsmen. Every arrest in town was followed by fright-
ened and perplexed  comments,   sometimes  unwittingly
sympathetic, as to its cause. % More and more often she
heard simple people using the* words that had once frigh-
tened her: uprising, Socialists, politics. If they were spok-
en sarcastically, there was curiosity behind the sarcasm;
if they were spoken maliciously, there was fear behind
the malice; if they were spoken thoughtfully, the thought
contained hope, and a threat. Slowly the circles of un-
rest expanded upon the dark waters of this stagnant life.
Ideas which had lain dormant began to awake, and the
usual calm acceptance of the day's events was shaken.
She could see this more clearly than other people, for

